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	1. Chapter 1

Hello! So I've posted this story before only under the name "AllieKatz" unfortunately I have been unable to recover my account so I had to open a new one. Bummer. But it has given me a chance to revise this story line. I really love Allyson and her story she has to tell. I can't wait to fix it up and continue to series. I finally figured out I'll probably go to at least season 1 of Eleven but am not 100 percent on that. This is more or less the pilot of the story. I am working though the rest of the season. I am also planning out next season with Martha. I also have ideas for other stories that I will rough out for later :)

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter One: New Earth, New beginnings<strong>

"_Find the Doctor."_

Grey, that's all she could see. Two dark blobs stood before her, hovering. Slowly a heaviness weighed on her limbs, a tightness stuck to her chest. Her shallow breathing echoing in the darkness around her. The only noise in her mind other than her heartbeat. What was going on? She could feel she was somewhere cold and dark. She felt isolated away from everything. An ache in her chest pushed a harsh sob through her throat. Did she just imagine that? Or had she really let out a cry? Her skull ached as muted mumbles raced through her head, slowly becoming clear.

"_He will save you"_ A male voice kept prying into her mind, telling her of this Doctor man and how he could save her.

"Push more of the sedatives. We don't need the patients seeing her." A older feminine voice pinged inside her head. The voice seeming to rattle the darkness. Who were these people? As far as her cloudy memory could tell she couldn't place the voices to a face or a name. A coolness rushed through her veins. The dull ache in her mind and body eased as the drugs took effect on the weak girl.

The Doctor follows Sister Jatt through Ward 26, trying to find the person who sent him the message he had received. "Nice place. No shop, downstairs." His brown eyes scanned the room, trying find anything that stuck out. "I'd have a shop. Not a big one - just a shop. So people can shop." He shrugged his shoulders as he rambled on.

"The hospital is a place of healing," Sister Jatt replied, slightly offended and surprised at the apparent disregard the Doctor had towards their work.

"A shop does some people the world of good. Not me. Other people.." The Doctor trailed off as he glanced over and spotted a patient ho was completely red, hooked up to multiple tubes much like everyone else.

"The Sisters of Plentitude take a lifelong vow to help, and to mend." Her voice struck him as well rehearsed. She had spoken that line many times. The Doctor eyed her, concerned that her wanting to help others may have taken a darker turn. They walk past a bed holding a rather large man who looks as if he is made of stone, unfortunately, that wouldn't be too far off. Next to the large man stood a very prim and well poised woman.

"Excuse me!" She nearly screams as she rushes up to the Doctor. "Members of the public may only gaze upon the Duke of Manhattan with written permission from the Senate of New New York!" She pointed her nose up in the air as the Doctor ignored her and looked to the stony looking man.

"That's Petrifold Regression, right?" He squinted as he looked the man over, confusion bubbling in the back of his mind. Something didn't seem right.

"I'm dying, sir." The Duke, while looked like stone, had a softer voice than expected. "A lifetime of charity and abstinence and it ends like this." The prim woman next to him quickly side stepped in front of the Doctor, dedicated to her job.

"Any statements made by the Duke of Manhattan may not be made public without official clearance." She recited, as if from a book. The Duke however, gasped in pain as the disease ate away at his health.

"Frau Clovis!" He cried, wanting comfort from the woman. Immediately she bustled to his side and grabbed his hand, ready to support the man by any means necessary. "I'm so weak!" He exclaimed, frustrated by his lack of physical health.

"Sister Jatt a little privacy, please!" Frau Clovis steamed at the Sister, upset that the Duke of Manhattan seemed to just be on display for anyone who waltz through the hospital. Sister Jatt pulled the curtain shut on the Duke and turned to lead the Doctor away.

"He'll be up and about in no time." She smiled calmly at the Doctor, an even bigger frown on his face.

"I doubt it." He looked back at the curtain that hid the Duke. "Petrifold Regression? He's turning to stone. There wont be a cure for...ohhh... a thousand years? He might be up and about, but only as a statue." He scratched the back of his head, the uneasy feeling slowly growing larger.

"Have faith in the sisterhood." Sister Jatt dismissed the Doctor casually. "But there is no one here you recognize?" The Doctor looked around until something, more like someone, caught his attention. A transparent figure with long curly black hair stood in front of the window, clearly watching the flying cars outside. Next to the shimmering woman sat the great Face of Boe with one of the sisterhood standing beside him, checking his vitals. The Doctor brushed off the faint image of the woman. In the year 5 billion and 23, it is not uncommon to witness people during an outer body experience.

"It's rather unusual to visit without knowing the patient." Sister Jatt stated, growing weary of the Doctor's motive.

"Nah." He smiled at the great big face. " I think I've found him." He walked up to the Face of Boe and crouched down, checking him over.

"Novice Hame," Sister Jatt nodded to the sister attending to the Face of Boe. "If I can leave this gentleman in your care?" She didn't wait for a response and she turned to leave, seeming to be in a hurry but the Doctor called out to her.

"Oh! I think my friend got lost. Uh - Rose Tyler. Could you ask at reception?"

"Certainly, sir." Sister Jatt bowed and briskly walked off. The Doctor turned back to the Face of Boe, his eyes automatically glancing at the window where the woman still stood. He frowned again. The outer body experiences didn't usually last this long. Unease grew in his gut. Due to all the mental and physical enhancements in this age it became common place to have such experiences, but they were usually short and very fleeting. They last only but a few moments.

"I"m afraid the Face of Boe is asleep." Novice Hame smiled down at the Doctor. "That's all he tends to do these days. Are you a friend or..?" She trailed off, curious. The Doctor quickly turned away from the window, his attention captured as he tried to answer the question without sounding suspicious.

"We met just the once on Platform One." He looked back down at the Face of Boe. "What's wrong with him?"

"I'm so sorry." Hame frowned. "I thought you knew. The Face of Boe is dying."

"Of what?" He frowned. The great stories of the Face of Boe and none included a hospital.

"Old age. The one thing we can't cure. He's thousands of years old. Some say millions. Although, that's impossible." She looked at the Face of Boe, a faint look of admiration in her eyes. The Doctor smiled.

"Oh, no. I like impossible." He knelt down, level with the Face of Boe. "I'm here," He spoke to the giant face. "I look a bit different, but it's me.. it's the Doctor.." A quick movement caught the Doctor's eye and he looked over at the woman by the window. She had turned, her blue eyes locked on the Doctor's form. An odd mixture of terror and relief flooded across her face. She opened her mouth, as if to scream but nothing came out. She fumbled as she tried again and again to scream but nothing came out. She looked behind her as if hearing something and her face read pure fear. Quickly she turned to the window and began to write on it with her finger. She had written one word before her appearance was seemingly yanked away, and that one word was one the Doctor knew all too well. A word that brought him here. A word that gave him purpose. His gaze turned cold as he looked at the frosted letters on the window. That feeling he had, was no longer a feeling.

"help"

* * *

><p>The girl thrashed about against her restraints as grunts escaped her throat. She fought against a small gathering of Sisters, who were struggling to keep her under control. One quickly rushed over with a needle and pushed the syringe into the girls IV, effectively calming the girl. The one sister sighs, confused about the girl. Until recently, they rarely had problems with the girl.<p>

* * *

><p>The Doctor stood before the Face of Boe once again only now with a glass of water in hand. A concentrated look on his face as he watching the frosted word slowly melt away. A thousand thoughts raced through his mind as he tried to figure out what was happening in the hospital. This was suppose to be a place of healing and sanctuary, not fear. He turned to Novice Hame and offered her the glass of water. "That's very kind but there's no need." She politely held up a hand and continued to check over the Face of Boe's vitals.<p>

"You're the one working." He counted. He wanted to know what was happening in this hospital and something told him Hame could be of help.

"There's not much to do." Hame stood beside the Face of Boe, her hands folded in front of her. "Just maintain his smoke...And I suppose I'm company. I can hear him singing sometimes." A slightly uncomfortable look crossed Novice Hames face. "In my mind, such ancient songs." The Doctor nodded, he understood sometimes people were uncomfortable with telepathy. It can be unnerving sometimes.

"Am I the only visitor?" He prodded, thinking maybe she has seen the girl that way by the window.

"The rest of the Boe-kind became extinct, long ago. He's the only one left. Legend says that the Face of Boe has watched the universe grow old." She let out a nervous chuckle. Stories told of the great Face of Boe's age, stories that often were told true. A smile etched itself onto the Doctor's face as Hame continued. "There's all sorts of superstitions around him. One story says that just before his death, the Face of Boe will impart his great secret. That he will speak those words only to one like himself."

"What does that mean?" He rose an eyebrow at her, curious.

"It's just a story." She nervously laughed again, almost embarrassed to believe in such silly things. Sister Jatt had chided her many times about listening to the Face of Boe's stories. She couldn't help it. The crazy adventures and tales the giant face had enticed her. So many different places and experiences the big face had amazed her. She always wished she could travel about in such a manor, however her place was here at the hospital.

"Tell me the rest." The Doctor smiled at Hame.

"It's said he'll talk to wanderer, to the man without a home. The Lonely God." She finished. The Doctor's eye's wondered to the Face of Boe, the words reminding himself of..himself.

* * *

><p>The grey blobs were back again. The voices were muted but she had slowly pieced enough of her situation together. She was being held against her will and being treated as an experiment. The blobs refused to let her wake, whenever her mind began to sharpen they would promptly dull it with medicine. Every time shed gather small snip-its of the world outside. So far she had gathered a blonde girl with a brown haired man, the man referred to himself as the Doctor. She had no reason to believe this Doctor was different from any other but when she saw his face a sliver of hope sprang to life in her heart.<p>

* * *

><p>The Doctor had hung up a phone, staring at it as he thought over the conversation he had just had with Rose, she didn't seem right. This whole place seemed off. He walked back over toward the Duke of Manhattan, who was celebrating with Frau Clovis. They both had a glass of champagne as they cheered for the Duke's good health. "Didn't think I was going to make it!" the Duke exclaimed, laughter in his voice. The Doctor peeked from behind the curtain to see the couple laughing joyously together. "It's that man again!" The Duke laughed and gestured to the Doctor. "He's my good luck charm! Come in! Don't me be shy!" He chuckled some more as the Doctor happily walked into the room, thrilled but concerned to see the man well again.<p>

"Any friendship expressed by the Duke of Manhattan does not constitute a form of legal contract. " Frau Clovis recited, not forgetting her duties in the the joyous occasion.

"Winch me up!" The Duke gave the Doctor a thumbs up as he slowly began to sit up while the bed rose forward. "Ah! Look at me! No sign of infection!" He held his arms open to show his full body.

"Champagne, sir?" The girl who had brought the Duke his champagne, offered the Doctor a glass.

"No, thanks." He stuffed his hands in his pockets as he looked over the medicine that was no long hooked up to the Duke. "Umm you had Petrifold Regression, right?" He scratched the back of his head, hoping he'd be wrong.

"That being the operative word!" The Duke snickered. "Past tense! Completely cured!"

"But that's impossible." The Doctor frowned, the cure for Petrifold Regression wouldn't be found for another 100 years.

"Primitive species would accuse us of magic, but it's merely the tender application of science." One of the sisterhood spoke up as she stepped into the Duke's makeshift room.

"How on Earth did you cure him?" The Doctor frowned at the woman.

"How on New Earth, you might say." She spoke with a small cryptic smile. The Doctor approached the IV that held the cure to the Duke's illness.

"What's in that solution?" He squinted through his specs as he attempted to find an ingredients list.

"A simple remedy." She gave him a flat answer, an almost warning in her voice.

"Then tell me what it is." He challenged her, not caring about the warning.

"I'm sorry." She smiled. "Patient confidentiality. I don't believe we've met. My name is Matron Casp." She gave a small bow to the Doctor, changing the subject.

"I'm the Doctor."

"I think you'll find that we're the doctors here." Sister Jatt had appeared next to Matron Casp and eyed the Doctor harshly.

"Matron Casp, you're needed in intensive care." Casp gave a curt nod before turning to follow Sister Jatt after excusing herself.

"It's happening again. One of the patients is conscious. " Sister Jatt whispered, knowing the Doctor was watching them walk away.

"Oh," Casp frowned, "We cant have that. What of the girl?"

"We have her sedated, but Matron, it's taking more and more to keep her down." Matron Casp nodded, concerned about the growing situation. They walked around the corner, the Doctor still watching them, hearing their conversation. Was it the same girl he saw?

After a while, Rose walked into Ward 26. She looked around, smoothing her hair down, to find the Doctor staring at random IV drips with his brainy specs on again. He looks over at blonde and a large smile breaks out on her face as he rushes over. "There you are! Come and look at this patient!" He grabbed her arm and yanked her over to a patient who was completely red. He took off his glasses as he began to explain everything to Rose. "Marconi's Disease. Should take years to recover. Two days. I've never seen anything like it. They've invented a cell washing cascade - it's amazing! their medical science is way advanced. And this one!" He drags her over to a different bed, a man who as entirely white lay in it. "Pallidome Pancrosis. Kills you in ten minutes and he's fine!" He waves cheerily to a patient, as if he were a small child. "I need to find a terminal. I've got to see how they do this." He again drags Rose off into a different direction as he continues to talk. "Because if they've got the best medicine in the world. Then why is it such a secret?" Rose stopped, bringing the Doctor to a halt as well.

"I can't Adam and Eve it." She tried, seemingly unsure of herself. The Doctor looked at her, baffled.

"What - What's with the voice?" Rose shifted, uneasy.

"Oh, I don't know. Just larking about New Earth...new me.." She trailed off, slightly puffing her chest out as she looked the Doctor up and down rather seductively. He looked her up and down, only confused and concerned. His eyes stopped when he noticed her shirt had most of the buttons undone.

"Well, I can talk." He grins at her, "New New Doctor."

"Mmm aren't you just." Rose murmurs under her breath as she pulls him forward by his collar and kisses him as deeply as she can. Her hands find their way up into his crazy hair as the Doctor stands there, stunned. Finally, Rose pulls away, breathless. The Doctor stares at her, speechless. "Terminal's this way." She pointed and walked off, soothing herself over. His eyes follow the blond, still dazed and confused.

"Yep." He said in a high pitched voice. "Still got it." He followed Rose while attempting to smooth his hair. They both come across a monitor linked into the hospital wall and begin to read up on the details of the building.

"Nope." The Doctor frowned. "Nothing odd. Surgery, post-op, nano-dentistry.. no sign of a shop, they should have a shop." Rose paced around the Doctor as she concentrated.

"No, it's missing something else." She chewed on her lip as she thought. "When I was downstairs, those cat nun nurses were talking about intensive care. Where is it?"

"You're right." The Doctor read over the monitor, finding nothing of the Intensive Care unit. "Well done."

"Why would they hide a whole department?" She walked over to the screen, trying to figure it out for herself. The Doctor whipped out his sonic screwdriver and scanned the screen. "It's gotta be there somewhere. Search the sub-frame."

"What if the sub-frame's locked?" He frowned. Sub-frames can be very cryptic and take time to get around.

"Try the installation protocol." Rose told him, as if he were slow.

"Yeah, course, sorry. Hold on." He clicked of his sonic and the wall slid downwards, revealing a secret corridor. Rose smiles before walking in, not at all hesitant about the dark and gloomy hallway. The Doctor trailed behind her, eyeing her carefully. "Intensive care, certainly looks intensive." They both disappear down the corridor, neither noticing Novice Hame watching them from afar. Rose and the Doctor walk into a large cavern full of rows and rows of green doors. Next to the main hallway was a set of double doors, each with 'Caution' written all over the doors. They wondered down the hall until the Doctor decided to open up one of the doors. He pulled out his sonic screwdriver and unlocked the door, revealing a man with sickly grey skin that was covered with boils looking back at them.

"That's disgusting." Rose nearly gagged at the man. "What's wrong with him?" The Doctor had a horrified expression on his face. It all had clicked into place what the Sisterhood was doing in the hospital, how they managed to cure such deadly illness.

"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry." He slowly swung the door shut before opening another. He saw a woman, who was just as sick as the man next to her.

"What disease is that?" Rose asked as she peeked over the Doctor's shoulder.

"All of them." He spoke gravely. "Every single disease in the galaxy, they've been infected with everything." He ground out, thoroughly disgusted with the hospital and the sisterhood.

"What about us?" Rose clamped a hand over her nose, afraid it was contagious. "Are we safe?"

"The air's sterile, just don't touch them." He shut the woman's door as he looked down the cavern, seeing the numerous other doors, each with it's own 'patient' inside. He strode over to the double doors and begin to fiddle with the security keypad next to it, Rose followed him.

"How many patients are there?" She kept her eyes on the green doors, revolted by the creatures inside.

"They're not patients." He stated, pulling out his screwdriver and adjusting it to the proper setting.

"But they're sick." Rose frowned, confused.

"They were born sick. They're meant to be sick. They exist to be sick. Lab rats. No wonder the Sisters have a cure for everything. They've built the ultimate research laboratory - a human farm." The Doctor growled out as he soniced the keypad and the doors slid open revealing a large white room. The walls were covered with mathematical equations and lists of diseases with their cures. the back wall was full of monitors and IV drips that were attached to a girl on a gurney who was tied down. The Doctor raced to her side and instantly recognized her as the girl by the window.

"Why don't they just die?" Rose asked, still in the doorway, a bit hesitant to enter the room.

"Plague carriers, the last to go." Anger was still on the Doctor's face as he checked the girl over.

"It's for the greater cause." Novice Hame's sudden appearing sparked even more answer in the Doctor.

"Novice Hame. When you took your vows, did you agree to this?" He was furious that someone as sweet as Hame had anything to do with this operation.

"The sisterhood has sworn to help." She tried to reason, although she sounded like she was trying to reassure herself.

"What?! By killing?!" He shouted, furious.

"But they're not real people. They're specially gown. They have no proper existence." She said gently, almost feeling justified in what the Sisterhood had done.

"What about her?!" He hollered, pointing at the girl in the gurney. "She's real! She's human! Did you have any idea about her?!" Novice Hame looked at the girl and swallowed a large lump in her throat, ashamed.

"We needed somewhere to begin.." She flinched slightly. "We needed a base model, something that could handle the disease work-load."

"But you still knew of all these people?" Rose asked, stepping back from the cat nun. Hame nodded.

"What's the turnover? Hm? Thousand a day? Thousand the next? How many thousand? For how many years? How many?" He advanced toward Hame, with danger in his eyes.

"Mankind needed us." Hame cried out. "They came to this planet with so many illnesses. We couldn't cope. We did try. We tried everything. We tried using clone-meat and bio-cattle, but the results were too slow. So the sisterhood grew it's own flesh. That's all they are, and they used the girl as a model, without her the none of the Flesh would be able to absorb mankind's illnesses."

"These people are alive." He said through gritted teeth.

"But think of those humans out there, healthy and happy, because of us." She reasoned, tears in her eyes. She always felt wrong about what the Sisterhood was doing but she always reminded herself of all the others they'd helped.

"If they live because of this, then life is worthless." The Doctor stated, matter of factly.

"But who are you to decide that?" He took a threatening step forwards.

"I'm the Doctor, and if you don't like it, if you want to take it to a higher authority, there isn't one. It stops with me." He stood tall as if he were daring her to continue. All he wanted was for them to stop, for all this to go away.

* * *

><p>"I'm the Doctor.." The words ran in her ears. A light feeling struck her chest at the implications of the name. The girl heard arguing going on and had no idea what was happening.<p>

"Just to confirm. None of the humans in the city actually know about this?" The man whom she'd assumed was the Doctor clarified, he sounded angry.

"We thought it best not -" A kind sounding woman's voice got cut off by the Doctor again.

"Hold on." He held up a finger, trying to settle himself some. "I can understand the bodies and the girl. I can understand your vows. But one thing I can't understand - what have you done to Rose?" Rose? Who was Rose? She must mean a lot to this Doctor man.

"I don't know what you mean." The kind woman sounded confused by the man.

"And I am being very very calm. You want to beware of that - very very calm. And the only reason I'm being so very very calm is that the brain is a delicate thing. Whatever you've done to Rose's head, I want it reversed." A deadly tone had taken to this Doctor's voice. Okay, so this Rose meant the world to this man. An unease settled in her bones as she listened to the voices bicker, the darkness slowly began to rise up from her mind. She attempted to move, but found herself unable.

"We haven't done anything." The lady was befuddled by the accusation. The Sisterhood had no knowledge of this Rose woman.

"I'm perfectly fine." A sultry woman chimed in, angering the Doctor further.

"These people are dying, this girl is strapped to a gurney and being experimented on. Rose would care." The male voice said, identifying the sultry voice as Rose.

* * *

><p>Rose spun around to face the Doctor, knowing her charade was over, and grabbed his tie. "Alright smarty pants," she played with his tie flirtatiously, "Lady-killer," she whispered in a husky voice. The Doctor looked almost appalled by the woman before him.<p>

"What's happened to you?"

"I knew something was going on in this hospital, but I needed this body and your mind to find it out." She continued to play with his tie, his expression never changing.

"Who are you?" The Doctor pulled away some from 'Rose'. 'Rose' pulled him close and whispered seductively in his ear.

"The last human.." The Doctor yanked away from 'Rose', surprised.

"Cassandra?" He was not expecting that.

"Wake up and smell the perfume." She whips out a bottle of perfume and spurts it in the Doctor's face. Immediately the effects hit him and he falls to the floor, unconscious. Novice Hame quickly runs over to the Doctor, her medical training overcoming their disagreement they had prior.

"You've hurt him!" She called out, confused. "I don't understand - I'll have to fetch Matron!"

"You do that, cause I want to see her." 'Rose' stepped back and stood tall, ready to put her plan into full motion. "Now, run along! Sound the alarm!" Novice Hame rushed off to fetch Matron while 'Rose' rips a cable out of a box that was attached to the wall just outside the room. 'Rose' quickly grabbed the Doctor by the ankles and drag him out of the room before yanking a cable out of a box attached to a wall. Alarms blare as the double doors slam shut and red warning lights flash. 'Rose' smiles, satisfied.

* * *

><p>She attempted to wiggle her fingers and all she managed was a twitch. It's a start. The dark hazy fog that lingered over her consciousness seemed to slowly fade. She could make out straps holding her down, covering her chest and waist along with one on each wrist and ankle. She slowly wiggled her fingers and toe as feeling came filtering back and her mind began to work. She could feel hard needles in her arms, legs, and mid-section, and the cold liquid dripping into her blood stream. She had managed to open her eyes and a bright white room greeted her. It felt like months since she'd last seen anything at all. It took a few minutes before her eyes adjusted to the obnoxiously bright room and she looked down at her body, the sight nearly making her wretch. Her rips, along with many other bones, appeared to be poking against her pale skin, red spots riddled her skin from previous needle punctures. Her blue eyes watered at the sight of herself, it was too much.<p>

She opened her mouth in an attempt to call out for help but nothing came out. A rough scratch escaped her lips as she pulled against her restraints. She twisted and turned, trying to ignore the stiff needles under her skin, as she attempted to escape. She pulled and pulled on her wrist restraints before she pulled one hand free, her skin red and bleeding from the struggle. She quickly pulled needles out of her skin and untied her other wrist. Once she was free of the ugly needles and straps she sat up on the edge of the gurney. She took a deep breath and attempted to stand, only to collapse to the ground in a painful pile. She reached up and ripped down a sheet off the gurney and wrapped herself in it, realizing just how naked she really was. She took a deep breath and slowly began a slow crawl to the door.

* * *

><p>The Doctor awoke to find himself trapped inside on of the green intensive care cells. "Let me out!" He yelled, furious at Cassandra.<p>

"Aren't you lucky there was a spare?" She looked through the top portion of the green glass, chuckling at him being helpless. "Standing room only!" She smiled and waved at him.

"You've stolen Rose's body!" He bared his teeth at 'Rose', concerned for the girl's health.

"Over the years, I've thought of a thousand ways to kill you, Doctor. And now that's exactly what I've got. One thousand diseases. They pump the patients with a top-up every ten minutes." She looked at her bare wrist as if she were looking at a watch. "You've got about.. three minutes left. Enjoy"

"Just let Rose go, Cassandra!" He pleaded. He cared little for what happened to him. He had done many cruel things in his day, he'd almost say he deserved to die, but not Rose.

"I will!" She reassured the Doctor. " As soon as I've found someone younger and.. less common.. then I'll junk her with the waste. Now hushaby! It's showtime." She walked away from the green door and stood in the middle of the hallway. Chip, her servant, stood idly behind her. Sister Jatt and Matron Casp soon made their appearance.

"Anything we can do to help?" Sister Jatt asked, as if nothing was unusual.

"Straight to the point, Whiskers. I want money." 'Rose' demanded, crossing her arms.

"The Sisterhood is a charity. We don't give money, we only accept." Matron Casp spoke up, clearly not wanting to deal with Cassandra.

"The humans across the water pay you a fortune, and that's exactly what I need. A one-off payment. That's all I want. Oh! Perhaps a yacht. In return for which I shall tell the City nothing of your institutional murder. Is that a deal?" Sister Jatt paid no mind to Cassandra as she was preoccupied pressing a few buttons on a remote.

"I'm afraid not." Matron chirped, refusing to deal with Cassandra.

"I'd really advise you to think about this," Cassandra warned, not liking they didn't seem to be willing to cooperate.

"There's no need, I have to decline." Matron Casp pointed her nose in the air, done with the conversation.

"I'll tell them!" Cassandra cried out, getting desperate. "And you've no way of stopping me! You're not exactly Nuns with guns - you're not even armed!"

"Who needs arms when we have claws?" Matron Casp held up her paws and jutted out her claws as she let out a menacing hiss.

"Well, nice try." Cassandra spins to face Chip, who silently watched the confrontation take place. "Chip! Plan B!" Chip turns to his right and pulls a large level on the wall and every cell door springs open, including the double doors. The Doctor steps out of his cell, relief on his face and notices the girl crawling on the floor. She looks up and their gazes lock. A twinge strikes his hearts as he looks at her. All of the infected patients slowly began to step out of their cells as well and make their way towards them. The Doctor runs over to the girl and looks her in the eye.

"It's okay, I"m going to get you out of here." He whisks her up bridal style and looks back at Cassandra. "What've you done?!" He screams out as the girl curls up in his arms, terrified at what was happening.

"Gave the system a shot of adrenaline just to wake them up. See ya!" Cassandra bolts off and the Doctor follows after her, determined not to let Rose out of his sight.

"Don't touch them!" He called back to the nurses. "Whatever you do, don't touch!" He turns and runs not seeing the sick patients almost corner Sister Jatt and Matron Casp.

"I think we should withdraw." Sister Jatt mentioned, fear striking her heart as the sick approached them.

"_We understood what you did to us. As part of the machine, we know the machine."_ Matron Casp backed away from the disease riddled man, taken back.

"Fascinating, it's actually constructing an argument. Some of the girls DNA must've gotten into the system." Casp reasoned.

"_And we will end it."_ The man spoke ominously and he struck his hand into the electronic box, electrocuting himself. The main doors opened, releasing the sick into the rest of the hospital. Cassandra, Chip, and the Doctor all run for their lives as the sick trail after them. "_Stop the pain._"

"Oh, my god." Cassandra gasps after seeing Sister Jatt had gotten infected.

"What the hell have you done?!" The Doctor demanded, subconsciously holding the girl tighter in his arms.

"It wasn't me! And why are you carrying her?!" Cassandra resumed running after getting over her intial shock.

"One touch and you get every disease in the world, and I want that body safe, Cassandra! We've gotta go down!" He yelled, choosing to not answer Cassandra's question. This girl was innocent to him. He could tell she wasn't made of the flesh and that she was human, not that it made a difference to him. But she had called out for help and he felt the need to protect her and keep her safe. She doubtfully knew where she even was, she kept looking around like everything was new to her.

"But there's thousands of them!" Cassandra yelled, scared out of her wits.

"RUN! Down! Down! Go down!" They ran down the stairs as an automated voice spoke over the intercoms.

"This building is under quarantine. Repeat, this building is under quarantine. No one may leave the premises. Repeat, no one may leave the premises." The mechanical voice spoke as the sick continued to follow the small group.

"Keep going! Go down!" The Doctor kept yelling out as they raced down the stairs. Finally, they reach the hospital basement. The group burst through a door into the cellar and Cassandra immediately runs to the lifts and try to call one, only nothing happens.

"No, the lifts have closed down." He paused, still holding the girl. "That's the quarantine, nothing's moving."

"This way!" Cassandra ran past the Doctor and down a corridor. He followed after her with Chip just a few paces behind him until a group of the sick cut him off. Chip whimpers as he loses sight of his mistress. The Doctor stops, wanting to help the lad.

"Someone will touch him!" The Doctor, looked torn as he saw no way to help the man. Cassandra yanked on the Doctor's arm, trying to drag him forward.

"Leave him!" She called back, desperate. "He's just a clone, he's only got a half life - come on!" She pulled on him and he slowly gave in.

"I'm sorry!" The Doctor apologized to Chip as the clone called out to his mistress. "I can't let her escape!" He chased after Cassandra, leaving Chip alone to defend himself against the oncoming sick. The Doctor and Cassandra rush back into the room that held an empty metal frame that previously held Cassandra's original 'body'. She slams the door shut and locks it before any of the patients can reach it. She dashes over to the other door in the room and opens it, only to find the infected waiting for her.

"We're trapped!" She stood in the middle of the room, feeling cornered. "What're we going to do?"

"Well, for starters, you're going to leave that body." He said, gently setting the girl down. She backed herself against the wall and hugged her legs. The Doctor gestured to the metal frame in the doorway. "That psychograft is banned on every civilized planet! You're compressing Rose to death!"

"But I've got nowhere to go!" Cassandra pleaded. "My original skin's dead."

"Not my problem. You can float as atoms in the air. Now get out." He glared and pointed his sonic screwdriver at her threateningly. "Give her back to me."

"You asked for it." Cassandra rolled her eyes before leaving Rose's body. The girl on the floor watching as a purple cloud of light left Rose's mouth and entered into the Doctor. Rose swayed, disoriented from the sudden relief her mind felt from Cassandra leaving.

"Blimey, my head." She rubbed her temples gently. "Where'd she go?" She glances at the girl, and saw her eyeing the Doctor wearily.

"Oh, my. This is...different." The Doctor felt his chest, his voice slightly more feminine.

"Cassandra?" Rose marveled.

"Goodness me, I'm a man! Yum so many parts!" She made a sad face. "And hardly used." She continued to wiggle around in the Doctor's body, feeling it out. "Ah! Two hearts! Oh, baby, I'm beating out a samba!"

"Get out of him!" Rose demanded, not sure what all she could do about it. Cassandra ignored her and ran a hand down the Doctor's body.

"Oh, he's slim and a little bit foxy." Cassandra wiggles the Doctor's eyebrows at Rose. "You've thought so too, I've been inside your head." Rose looked down, ashamed to be caught though knowing it to be true. Cassandra saunters forward, teasing Rose. "You've been looking. You like it!" Just then one of the sick burst through the door and Cassandra begins to freak out. "What do we do? What would he do? The Doctor - what the hell would he do?!" Rose spins around, knowing it's on her to get them out of this situation now.

"Ladder, we've got to get up!" Rose pointed to a ladder just to the right of the girl and Cassandra shoves Rose to side and runs to the ladder.

"Out of the way, Blondie!" She called, starting to climb up.

"But Cassandra we can't leave the girl!" The patients shuffled closer as Rose helps the girl stand. She wraps an arm around the girls waist and they both begin to slowly climb. The girl tried to help, knowing what would become of her if she got touched, however she could only do so much. "If you get out of the Doctor's body, he can think of something."

"Yap yap yap. God, it was tedious inside your head. Hormone City." Cassandra rolled her eyes.

"We're gonna die if - " Suddenly a hand grabs Rose's ankle, causing her to scream in fright. She looks down and sees Matron Casp. "Get off!"

"All our good work! All that healing!" Matron Casp cried. "The good name of the Sisterhood - you have destroyed everything!"

"Go and play with a ball of string." Cassandra waved Casp off dismissively.

"Everywhere -disease! This is the Human World. Sickness! We were getting so far with the girl! But you ruined it!" A diseased hand reached up and grabbed Matron's ankle and she screamed in pain as boils and blisters broke out on her skin. The pain caused her to let go of Rose's ankle and she fell down the shaft, screaming. Rose quickly began climbing again, still helping the girl despite becoming exhausted. The girl clearly hasn't done much moving in a long while, Rose concluded.

"Maximum quarantine. Divert all shuttles." An automated voice called over the intercoms again as Cassandra reached the top of the lift shaft, only to find the doors sealed.

"Now what do we do?" Cassandra whined.

"Use the sonic screwdriver!" Rose cried out as her and the girl slowly came up behind the 'Doctor'.

"You mean this thing?" Cassandra had pulled out the screwdriver and held it away from her, as if disgusted, wrinkling her nose.

"Yes, I mean that thing." Rose huffed out, defeated.

"Well, I don't know how. That Doctor's hidden away all his thoughts." Cassandra pouted.

"Cassandra, go back into me - the Doctor can open it. Do it!" Rose demanded the woman. "Just keep a hold on her, she can't climb herself!" Cassandra sighed, defeated.

"Hold on tight." She warned Rose before she left the Doctor's body. "Oh, chavtastic again. Open it!" Cassandra shouted at the Doctor, now in Rose's body.

"Not 'til you get out of her." He glared down a her, pointing his sonic screwdriver threateningly.

"We need the Doctor." Cassandra tried to reason, exhausted from the back and forth.

"I order you to leave her!" Cassandra rolled her eyes and leaps back into the Doctor's body.

"No matter how difficult the situation, there is no need to shout." Cassandra huffed, unsatisfied by how they were treating her.

"Cassandra, get out of him!" Rose nearly screamed at the woman.

"But I can't go into you. He simply refuses - he's so rude!" Cassandra frowned, torn.

"I don't care, just do something." Cassandra's gaze landed on the girl next to Rose and made transferred to the black haired girl.

"Cassandra!" The Doctor screamed, furious. "Get out of her now! Who knows whats happened to her, we don't need you compressing her to death!" Cassandra rolled her eyes and huffed again before making another leap, only this time to one of the sick that were slowly climbing towards the small group. The Doctor, content, then slides open the lift doors and pull both Rose and the girl onto the platform.

"Nice to have you back." He beamed at Rose as he shut the doors, only to have Cassandra leap back into Rose's body again. 'Rose' quickly fell to the floor next to the girl and curled up, looking spooked. "That was your last warning, Cassandra!"

"Inside her head.." Cassandra mumbled. "They're so alone, they keep reaching out, just to hold us. All their lives they've never been touched." Tears threaten to fall down her cheeks as she looks at nothing. The Doctor helps Cassandra to her feet before scooping up the girl in his arms again. They walk through a door into Ward 26 only to be met by Frau Clovis who races up to them, banishing them with a chair.

"We're safe!" The Doctor yelled, repeating over and over they were safe as he tried to show his hands. "We're clean!" The string of panic in his hearts calmed as she lowered the chair.

"Show me your skin." Frau Clovis demanded, not wanting to risk the health of the remaining group. The Doctor shuffled the girl around trying to show more of his hands to Frau Clovis.

"Look! Clean! If we'd been touched, we'd be dead." Frau Clovis nodded, accepting they were clean. "So, how's it going up here? What's the status?" The small group settled in the Ward, feeling safe for the time being.

"There's nothing but silence from the other wards. I think we're the only ones left and I've been trying to override the quarantine." Frau said, fiddling with a small communications device in her hands. "If I can trip a signal over to New New York, they can send a private executive squad."

"You can't do that!" The Doctor frowned after he'd set the girl down next to the Face of Boe. "If they forced entry they'd break quarantine."

"I'm not dying here." Frau Clovis stomped her foot angrily.

"We can't let a single particle of disease get out - there's ten million people in that city, they'd be at risk!" The Doctor stomped up to her, getting more angry by the moment. "Now, turn that off!"

"Not if it gets me out." The prim woman stuffed her nose in the air, set in her plan.

"All right, fine. So I have to stop you lot as well. Suits me. Rose. Novice Hame. Everyone! Excuse me your grace - get me intravenous solutions for every single disease. Move it!" He rushed over the girl that sat cowering in the corner of the room by the Face of Boe, who was sleeping at the time, and lowered himself so he could meet her eyes. "It's going to be okay, I wont let anything bad happen to you anymore. Okay?" She looked into his brown eyes for a moment, trying to read him before nodding. He rubs her shoulder reassuringly before he dashes off, ready to save everyone. He grabs a rope and ties it around his torso as 'Rose' attaches the solutions to it so they hang off him. "How's that? Will that do?" He smiles at Cassandra.

"I don't know!" She huffed, "Will it do for what?" The Doctor drags Cassandra over to the lift and opens the doors with his sonic screwdriver. "The lifts aren't working."

"Not moving." He corrected, "Different thing." He took a few steps back to get a running start before he jumps into the shaft and clings to the cable inside of it.

"What do you think you're doing?!" Cassandra gaped at the Doctor who was now attaching a wench to the cable with his sonic screwdriver.

"I'm going down! Come on!" He waved her over but she backed up shaking her head.

"Not in a million years." She crossed her arms, defiant.

"I need another pair of hands and that girl is too weak. What do you think?" He pocketed his sonic quickly. "If you're so desperate to stay alive, why don't you live a little?" Just as he finished asking the question a herd of the infected patients broke into Ward 26. Frau Clovis ran off, shouting out orders to the remaining survivors as the girl huddled behind the Face of Boe, scared. Cassandra watches as the sick advance further into the room and makes her decision. She takes a running jump and clings to the Doctor's back, her eyes closed the whole time.

"You're completely mad. I can see why she likes you." The Doctor laughed.

"Going down!" They whizzed down the shaft, Cassandra screaming as she held a death grip on the Doctor's back until they reached the bottom. She quickly jumps off him and they both straighten themselves out.

"Well, that's one way to lose weight." Cassandra half joked, her adrenaline settling down.

"Now, listen - when I say so, take hold of that lever." The Doctor grabbed her hands and placed them on a tall lever on the top of the lift.

"There's still a quarantine down there, we can't -" The Doctor cut off Cassandra by shouting at her to hold the lever again. She gives him a defeated look and nods. "I'm cooking up a cocktail. I know a bit of medicine myself." He starts to grab the colorful IV bags off the rope and rip them open with his teeth. He squeezes the contents out into a medium sized container on the top of the lift that held the disinfectant. "Now, that lever's going to resist, but keep it in position." He ordered as he finished dumping the last bag into the container. He opens the emergency latch and looks back at Cassandra one last time. "Hold onto it with everything you've got."

"What about you?" She asked, not understanding his role.

"I've got an appointment, the Doctor is in!" He beamed and dropped down into the lift. He pulls out his sonic and opens the lift doors revealing hundreds of the sick patients. They all stood in the lobby, huddled into groups, trying to comfort themselves. The noise the lift doors made as they opened attracted their attention and they begin to shuffle over to him, reaching out. "I'm in here, come on!" He beckoned them.

"Don't tell them!" Cassandra begged from above.

"Pull that lever!" He demanded as the infected marched towards him. "Come and get me, come on! I'm in here, come on!" They reached out to him, searching for love and comfort.

"Commence stage one - disinfection." The intercom announced.

"Hurry up! Come on!" He urged on, waving them into the lift just as the solution begins to shower in and soaks the Doctor. He continued to beckon them in, covering them with the solution as well. "All they want to do is pass it on!" He cheered as the boils and rashes begin to disappear off the sick. The lady in front of the Doctor looks at her sick, marveled to see it's normal peach color. She looks up to the Doctor, confused. "Pass it on!" He smiled and she turned to touch the man behind her. His illnesses also disappeared. They all begin to touch each other, curing each other. They move out as they go, leaving space in the lift for Cassandra to jump down.

"What did they pass on?" She eyed the infected, "Did you kill them? All of them?"

"No, that's your way of doing things." The Doctor smiles as he walks into the crowd of previously infected patients. "I'm the Doctor and I cured them." The new humans look around at their surroundings in child-like awe. The woman that started the chain reaction walked up to the Doctor and hugged him. "That's right! Hey, there we go sweetheart! Ay? Look at 'em." He said quietly as she shuffled off to someone else. "It's a new sub-species, Cassandra!" He smiles as he looks at each and every one of them. "A brand new form of life! New Humans! Look at them!" A large smile plastered itself to his face. "Grown by cats, kept in the dark, fed by tubes, but completely, completely alive!" He cheered and pointed at Cassandra. "You can't deny them, because you helped create them." She rolls her eyes at his cheering. "The human races just keeps on going. Keeps on changing! Ha!"

* * *

><p>Shuttles begin entering the hospital, "This is the NNYPD. Please step away from the shuttles." Police officers start swarming the hospital, arresting the staff and cataloging the new life forms. The Doctor and Cassandra walk back into Ward 26 as Novice Hame is lead away by an officer. She eyes the Doctor, but he refuses to met her gaze. His face lights up as if remembering something suddenly.<p>

"The face of Boe!" He dashed off, Cassandra trailing after him rolling her eyes. As he approaches the big face he sees the girl from before sitting before Boe, her hand on the glass. They looked to be in the middle of a conversation, though no words were being said. Hearing his approach the girl turned and smiled at the Doctor. He smiled back as he crouched down next to her in front of the giant alien. "You were suppose to be dying." He joked with the big face.

"_There are better things to do today. Dying can wait."_ The Face of Boe chuckled.

"Oh, I hate telepathy. Just what I need, a head full of big face." Cassandra piped in, rolling her eyes. The Doctor shushed her as the big face continued to speak.

"_I have grown tired with the universe, Doctor, but you have taught me to look at it anew."_

"There are legends you know, saying that you're millions of years old." The Doctor's eyes were full of wonder and curiosity about the rumors that surrounded the Face of Boe.

"_There are?"_ The Face of Boe laughed lightly. "_That would be impossible."_

"Wouldn't it just?" The Doctor sobered up some, getting into a more serious mood. "I got the impression, there was something you wanted to tell me."

"_A great secret."_ The Face of Boe admitted, seemingly nodding his head.

"So the legend says." He eyed Boe carefully.

"_It can wait."_ Boe seemingly brushed it off, as if unimportant at the time.

"Oh!" The Doctor let out a pout. "Does it have to?"

"_We shall meet again, Doctor, for the third time, for the last time, and the truth shall be told. Until that day watch over her, take care of her, and protect her. She is of the greatest importance.."_ The Doctor looked at the girl next to him as the Face of Boe vanished.

"That is, enigmatic. That - that is - that is textbook enigmatic." He looks over at the girl to find her blue eyes on him. He smiles at her before standing to face Cassandra, who was still in Rose's body and was examining her nails, bored. "And now for you."

"But, everything's happy." She slumped her shoulders, pouting like a child." Everything's fine, can't you just leave me?"

"You've lived long enough. Leave that body and end it, Cassandra." The Doctor gave her a hard look.

"I don't want to die." She pleaded, starting to cry.

"No one does." He shoved his hands in his pockets, standing firm.

"Help me!" She cried out, thinking that he'd help her. He always helps those who ask for it right?

"I can't." Just then Chip appears, scampering to Cassandra's side.

"Misteress!" He cheered, happy to see her well.

"Ah! You're alive!" Cassandra spoke, as if she just remembering him.

"I kept myself safe. For you, mistress." He smiled up at her as she stared at him, an idea striking her.

"A body." She thought out loud. "And not just that, a volunteer."

"Don't you dare." The Doctor warned her. "He's got a life of his own."

"But I worship the mistress!" Chip smiled again, eager. Cassandra winked at the Doctor. "I welcome her!" The Doctor started to argue with Cassandra but then she leapt from Rose's body to Chip's. Rose nearly falling to the ground if the Doctor hadn't caught her.

"You okay?" He asked, their face's only inches apart.

"Yeah." She breathed out, stunned by their proximity. She finally regains her balance and gathers herself together. She straightens herself out only to find the Doctor still close to her. "Hello." She laughs nervously.

"Hello, welcome back." He smiles back at her, happy to have her back.

"Oh, sweet Lord, I'm a walking doodle." Cassandra complained from Chip's body, as she looked over his skin.

"You can't stay in there. I'm sorry, Cassandra, but that's not fair." The Doctor reasoned. "I can take you to the City. They can build you a skin tank and you can stand trial for what you've done."

"Well, that would be rather dramatic. Possibly my finest hour, and certainly my finest hat." The Doctor and Rose glance at each other. "But I'm afraid we don't have time. Poor little Chip is only a half-life and he's been through so much. His heart is racing so. He's failing." She held a hand to her chest, feeling Chip's heart thumping erratically. "I don't think he's going to last-" Chip's legs gave away, both the Doctor and Rose lunge forward to catch and support her.

"You all right?" The Doctor asked, concerned.

"I'm fine." Cassandra pauses in thought. "I'm dying.. but that's fine."

"I can take you to the City." He tried again, more calm.

"No, you won't. Everything's new on this planet. There's no place for Chip and me anymore. You're right, Doctor. It's time to die." Cassandra admitted, realizing how long and old fashioned she was. There was no longer room for her in New New York. Rose frowned, looking rather upset. "And that's good." The Doctor and Rose help her to her feet and she takes a deep breath.

"Come on. There's one last thing I can do." The Doctor said before he waltz over to the girl and scooped her up in his arms again. Rose and Cassandra follow him back to the TARDIS.

* * *

><p>The TARDIS engines whirl as it lands, the Doctor and Rose step out of the doors, Cassandra right behind them. The dark room they landed in was set for a part. Streamers and balloons everywhere, as people were gathered talking and drinking. A tall blonde stood in the center of the room, chatting up a storm with anyone close to her. Her bright sliver dress shimmering in the dance lights. "Thank you." Cassandra spoke gently as tears welled up in her eyes.<p>

"Just go, and don't look back." He smiled at the lady.

"Good luck." Rose chimed in behind Cassandra as she stepped further into the room. Dressed in a dark robe she makes her way up to the old version of herself, amazed by the woman in front of her.

"Excuse me, Lady Cassandra." She called out, bashful and hesitant.

"I'm sorry, I don't need anything right now - I'm fine, thank you." She smiled and quickly turned away.

"No." 'Chip' spoke up, a little louder than before. "I just wanted to say.. you look beautiful." The old Cassandra looks caught off guard by the comment and smiles.

"Well, that's very kind, you strange little thing." She placed her hand over her heart, touched by the comment. "Thank you very much."

"I mean it." 'Chip' stepped forward, looking directly into her old eyes. "You look.. so beautiful." She said sincerely. The old Cassandra stared down at herself, almost recognizing something within the strange little doodle man before her.

"Thank you." She whispered. 'Chip's eyes flutter close and she falls over, Chip's body finally giving out. "Oh my lord! Are you alright? What is it? What's wrong? Someone get some help!" Cassandra knelt down next to Chips body and collected him in her arms. "Call a medic or something, quickly!"

"Who is he?" A woman from the party asked, eyeing the man over Cassandra's shoulder.

"I don't know. He just came up to me. I don't even know his name. He just collapsed. I think he's dying. Someone do something!" She rocked Chip in her arms as she cooed to him. "I've got you, sweetheart. It's all right." Rose watched the encounter, close to tears at the heartbreaking scene. The Doctor stood by, watching solemnly. "There you are. There you are.. I've got you.. There, there, you poor little thing." Cassandra continued to rock Chip as the Doctor and Rose walked back into the TARDIS. The Doctor cast one last glance at Cassandra before closing the door. The big blue box disappeared into nothingness as it took off into to time and space.

The Doctor stood by the console, thinking over the day since Rose had excused herself for bed. He pulled some levers, parking the TARDIS next to a small nebula and headed off to the med-bay. When he walked through the doors, he saw the girl sitting on the floor. He sighed, she had tried to get up and still couldn't. He helped her onto the bed and handed her a glass of water he had gotten out of the kitchen. She quickly drank it down and licked her lips before smiling at him. He smiled back. She was not longer wrapped up in the sheet she was in during their time at the hospital. He had found some spare clothes that fit her in the wardrobe.

"So, what's your name?" She shook her head, mimicking, with her hand, a talking motion. "What you can't talk?" She nodded. The Doctor ran his hand through his hair, sticking it up in different directions as he thought. "Hm, well that's no good." He smiled as a thought struck him. "Ah! Here let's try something else. Now this may be a bit strange, just bare with me." He slowly placed his fingertips on her face and told her to close her eyes. She gave him a hard look, but finally gave in. He closed his as well and focused. Dark blurry images came to his mind as he tired to enter into her mind. He felt her jerk back, feeling his mental presence. "Shh, it's alright, just relax." He pushed some more and came across a wall. "You need to let me in, I can help. I wont hurt you, I promise." He focused harder as he felt her relax under his hands, the wall hadn't disappeared completely, but he had managed to get through. "There!" He smiled as he opened his eyes and pulled away quickly, not realized that he had leaned in closer to her face.

She frowned at him, confused by what he'd done. "I want you to focus. Hard. Focus hard on one word, something easy." She nodded quickly and closed her eyes. Her face scrunched up in concentrated thought. "You got it?" She nodded again, "Good, now just focus it on me." He could feel a small presence in his mind as she attempted to get a word over to him. "The first time is always the hardest, you can do it!"

"_Allyson."_

* * *

><p>So like I said this is more of a 'pilot' I want to continue revising the story but I want to see how well this is received first. So it will be awhile before it will be updated (not years like the last account)<p>

Anyway, like always any questions or comments or concerns or ideas feel free to write me. Some of you may have noticed that I changed a few small details up and I plan to do that more for the rest of the season. Get a little bit more involved and give Allyson a little bit more depth.


	2. Chapter 2

**Chapter 2: Tooth and Claw**

Inside the TARDIS, the Doctor stands by the console checking out a CD while Rose finishes zipping up her back pack and stowing it away beneath a chair. Allyson sat bundled up in the captain's chair. She wore a simple white v-neck t-shirt and dark blue boot cut jeans. A large fleece blanket covers her since she was so underweight, it was hard for her body to stay warm. The Doctor had allowed her to communicate telepathically, however, she could only talk to the Doctor and Rose since the TARDIS amplifies telepathic abilities. She couldn't talk to anyone else outside the TARDIS unless she held physical contact with them, but seeing how she was still weak the Doctor refuses to let her leave the TARDIS. It's been a week since he had rescued her from the hospital and she's been doing better stamina wise. Rose stood straight, showing the Doctor her outfit, which happened to be over-alls with a skirted bottom. She wore a purple shirt and black leggings underneath.

"What do you think of this? Will it do?" She twirled around, giving them a complete 360 view.

"In the late 1970's? You'd better off in a bin bag. Hold on, listen to this." He inserts the CD into a play and 'Hit me with your Rhythm Stick' blasts out of the speakers on the console. The Doctor meanders around the controls, flipping odd switches. "Ian Dury and the Blockheads. Number one in 1979."

"You're a punk!" Rose smiled at the Doctor as he begins to sing along with the music.

"It's good to be a lunatic -" He sung with the song as he half danced around the console.

"That's what you are." Rose laughed, "A big old punk with a bit of Rockabilly thrown in."

"Would you girls like to see him?" He offered, his eyes looking between the two girls in front of him. Rose's jaw dropped.

"How'd you mean? In concert?" Rose bit her tongue in excitement.

"What else is the TARDIS for?" They both begin to dance around the console, laughing, while Allyson quietly watches them. She felt a little out of place since joining the two on their adventures, like she didn't belong. She was only there because the Face of Boe telling the Doctor to protect her, that's it. They didn't want her here. It was obvious from the beginning how infatuated these two were with each other, whether they knew it was a different topic. "I can take you to the Battle of Trafalgar.. the first anti-gravity Olympics.. Caesar crossing the Rubicon.. OR! Ian Dury at the top Rank, Sheffield, England, Earth, 21st of November 1979. What do you think?"

"Sheffield it is!" Rose choose as they stopped their dancing. Allyson would have much preferred the space olympics, thinking it would've been rather comical. Seeing people struggle to pole-vault, instead they'd only launch themselves into the unknown. Swimmers swimming through water that wasn't bound by gravity. She shook her head, realizing that was probably not what the space olympics were like. It would brighten her spirits but the Doctor and Rose had their own agenda.

"Hold on tight!" The Doctor cheered as he pulled a lever and the TARDIS started to shake. Rose pranced over to Allyson to help make sure the girl stayed in her chair. The Doctor marched around the console, whacking it with a mallet to the beat of the music that still played. Allyson had no idea how to fly the TARDIS but she was 100 percent sure that it did not involve a mallet.

"Stop!" Rose shouts over the noise of the TARDIS and the music. The shaking stops and they all fall to the grated floor, Rose and the Doctor laughing hysterically.

"1979! Hell of a year!" The Doctor cheers as he helps Rose and Allyson to their feet. The Doctor and Rose bounce to the door and look back at Allyson as she stands awkwardly by the console. "Allyson, you coming?"

"_No.. I'm not feeling the best today."_ She subconsciously pulls a loose strand of hair behind her ear. "_You two go have fun."_ She smiles sadly at them. The Doctor struts over to her and looks her over.

"What? What do you mean you don't feel well?" He frowns as he feels her forehead, checking for a fever. "You don't feel hot. What's wrong?" The feeling of an upset stomach hits him hard and he gasps. "Ohh, allriight." He gave in, "Just promise me you'll lay down and get some rest, okay?" He looks at her as he takes hold of her face and makes her meet his gaze, she gives him a small nod as pictures of a small meal and a bed flash in his mind. He promptly turns and heads out the door with Rose, grabbing his coat on the way out and both of them bidding Allyson a 'get well'.

* * *

><p>"<em>So, you can talk now, I bet you're just amazed that it's bigger on the inside, right?" He asked, as he gestured to the TARDIS around him and wiggling his eyebrows. He had just helped her into the main control room, she was still very weak. She gave him a pointed look as pictures of cat people, sick zombies, and a large face flash in his mind. He frowned slightly, understanding what she was getting at. She was just abducted by cat people and attacked by infected patients. A giant talking face on top of that and she's not surprised to find a small box to be bigger on the inside. Although she did have to admit she wasn't expecting it to be quite so big, she could easily get lost in the machine. The Doctor caught drift of her thought and immediately shook his head. "Nahh, she's slightly telepathic as well, well.. more so than you, well.. maybe not.." His mind seemed to go astray for a moment. "Anyway, she will be able to sense what you're looking for and configure the rooms for you." He smiled like it was the most normal thing in the universe, which Allyson was beginning to feel, was normal.<em>

* * *

><p>Allyson walks down the dark golden hallways of the TARDIS as she looked for the kitchen. She has passed many doorways, many of them held no interest for her. One of them was just a big room that was just a giant ball pit, she wasn't quite sure why the Doctor felt he needed a giant ball bit though. She continued to wonder about the maturity of the Doctor when she noticed she had passed the same blue door with bubbles popping out of it, twice. Her heart rate rose as she thought she was lost. A deep hum emanated from the giant machine she walked in and the bubble door.. disappeared. A black metal door replaced it, it had steel hinges and large bolts that held it together. She frowns, she was pretty sure this was absolutely NOT a kitchen. Regardless, she didn't think the TARDIS would show her a door without any purpose behind it, so she opened it. A loud creak sounded as it swung open and revealed a 3 story tall room, filled with shelves and shelves of wires and electronics.<p>

Her frown deepened, why in the world was the TARDIS showing her this room? Another hum sounded from the enormous machine so she marched on, exploring the cavernous room. She continues on until a particular aisle pulls her in. Something was drawing her to it. She came to almost the end of the aisle and looked up. A dark brown damp box a shelf up caught her attention. She carefully got a foothold on the shelving unit and climbed up a step so she could reach it, only to have to come crashing down to the ground. Electronic pieces scatter from the impact and she huffs, upset. She carefully lowers herself back onto the floor and begins to pack everything back into the box, examining it as she does so. Inside the box was multiple broken sonic screwdrivers, some looked ancient and some look relatively new. She pulls out one that catches her it. It was silver and had a blue bulb at the end, however, it had a thick layer of dry crusted slime coating the entire device. She wrinkled her nose at the dry vomit smell and the teeth marks on the tool. She threw it into the box along with all the other parts she found and carried it to a work bench she had found by the entrance to the room.

She marched through the corridors, still searching for that damn kitchen. The box of broken sonic screwdrivers stuffed under her arm. She thought this damn thing was telepathic, it should know that she was looking for the kitchen. She huffed as she turned a corner and nearly slammed into a stark white door, the smell of freshly baked bread hitting her nose. She shoves open the door and sees a large professional kitchen, sitting on the white island top in the center of the room was a fresh loaf of bread. She set the box of tools down on the counter top and an agitated groan came from the TARDIS. Allyson jumps and quickly set the box on the floor, the TARDIS giving a now happier hum. She let out a small nervous smile and raided through the refrigerator, her stomach set on it's craving.

She marched back into the main console room, a box under one arm and a plate with bread and carrots in the other hand. She fiddled with some of the controls on the TARDIS and changed the music so it wasn't just Ian Dury's "Hit me with your rhythm stick' wasn't just playing on repeat. She laid out her blanket and settled herself down on the metal grate floor, beginning to tinker with her new found electronic toys as she munched on carrots and bread. A TV monitor was lowered to her level so she could watch the Doctor and Rose and keep tabs on them.

* * *

><p>Rose stood investigating a wardrobe in the room she was given, trying to find an appropriate dress since the queen called her naked. She scrunches up her nose in disgust at all the old gothic styled dresses. Finally, she pulled out a blue dress that wasn't obnoxious as the others and placed it on the bed, putting it in line for consideration. She crosses the room to rifle through another wardrobe when she lets out a scream. Inside the second wardrobe was a young girl in a maid's outfit, obviously terrified. Rose gently coaxes her out of the wardrobe with promises that she wasn't going to hurt the frightened girl.<p>

"They came through the house." The girl cried out terrified. "The incitements, they took the Steward and the Master, and my lady." Her voice quivered with fear as she recalled the memories. Rose reaches over and reassuringly squeezes her hand, trying to comfort the girl.

"Listen, I've got a friend, he's called he Doctor - he'll know what to do." Rose spoke softly, trying to not upset the girl further. "You've gotta come with me."

"Oh, but I can't, miss." The girl's eyes were glued to the floor.

"What's your name?" Rose smiled slightly, trying to brighten up the girls fear.

"Flora." Flora hesitated, not many asked for a maid's name.

"Flora, we'll be safe. There's more people arrived downstairs - soldiers and everything, they can help us. I promise." Rose nodded, attempting to encourage the girl. "Come on, okay? Come on." She gently pulls Flora to the door with her. Rose cautiously cracks open the door and peers outward, checking to make sure the coast is clear. She leads Flora down the corridor and round the corner to find a full suited guard unconscious on the floor.

"Oh, miss, I did warn you!" Flora cried, scared out of her wits again. Rose knelt by the man and checked for a pulse, finding it very weak.

"He's not dead." Rose confirmed. "I don't think, he must be drugged or something." She reasoned. Flora is suddenly grabbed and dragged away, a hand covering her mouth to stifle her screams. Before Rose can react, hands reach out and grab her too, dragging her the same way. A bald monk in robes appears and drags away the unconscious guard. Father Angelo steps over the body and heads into the dining room, ready for diner with the queen.

* * *

><p>Father Angelo walks into the dining room, giving nothing away about what had transpired just outside the door. "Your companion begs an apology, Doctor." He excused Rose's current absence. "Her clothing has somewhat delayed her."<p>

"Oh, that's all right." The Doctor smiled, waving off Rose's tardiness. "Save her a wee bit of ham."

"The feral child could probably eat it raw." Queen Victoria reasoned, still appalled by the girls nudity.

"Very wise, Ma'am! Very witty!" Captain Reynolds laughed. The Queen gave him a scrutinizing look.

"Slightly witty, perhaps. I know you rarely get the chance to dine with me, Captain, but don't get too excited." She rose her nose in the air as she spoke. "I shall contain my wit in case I do you further injury." Captain Reynolds' laugh quickly died down as he meekly looked at his dinner plate, slightly ashamed.

"Yes, Ma'am. Sorry, Ma'am." He settled himself down, quietly keeping to himself now.

"Besides, we're all waiting on Sir Robert!" The Doctor smiled, changing the subject. "Come, Sir! You promised a tale of nightmares!"

"Indeed, since my husband's death, I find myself with more of a taste for supernatural fiction." The Queen sided with the Doctor, who looked at her with a sadness in his eyes.

"You must miss him." He said sympathetically, trying to not think about how upset he'd be if he lost Rose.

"Very much." Her eyes glazed over as she thought about her late husband, but she quickly shook out of it. "Oh, completely, and that's the charm of a ghost story, isn't it? Not the scares and chills, that's just for children, but the... hope of some contact with the great beyond." The Doctor eyed her curiously. "We all want some message from that place.. it's the Creator's greatest mystery that we are allowed no such consolation. The dead stay silent, and we must wait." She shakes herself from her own train of thought and at just the thought. The Doctor still held a solemn look on his face as he looks at his food, suddenly not so hungry. His mind had begun to wonder to darker places than the Queen's. "Come!" She snapped him out of it, "Begin your tale, Sir Robert. There's a chill in the air. The wind is howling through the eaves. Tell us of monsters!"

Sir Robert adjusts himself as he recalled the story, lowering his voice for the haunting tale. "The story goes back 300 years. Every full moon, the howling rings through the valley. The next morning, livestock are found ripped apart and.. devoured."

"Tales like this disguise the work of thieves. Steal a sheep and blame a wolf, simple as that." Captain Reynolds reasoned, swatting his hand at the tale.

"But sometimes a child goes missing." Sir Robert continued, ignoring the Captain. "Once in a generation a boy will vanish from his homestead."

"Are there descriptions of the creatures?" The Doctor asked, a thought striking him.

"Oh yes, Doctor." Sir Robert answered, happy to see someone interested. "Drawings and woodcarvings, and it's not merely a wolf. It's more than that. This is a man who becomes an animal." The Doctor leans forward, thoroughly intrigued.

"A werewolf?" The Doctor raised an eyebrow.

"My father didn't treat it as a story. He said it was fact. He even claimed to have communicated with the beast - to have learned it's purpose." Robert continued. Father Angelo stood by the window, looking out at the full moon. "I should've listened." Sir Robert glances at Father Angelo by the window, a harsh look in his eye. "His work was hindered - he made enemies. There's a Monastery in the Glen of Saint Catherine. The Brethren opposed my father's investigations."

"Perhaps they thought his work ungodly." Queen Victoria suggested, seeming to not catch the tension. If she did, she made no show of it.

"That's what I thought. But now I wonder.. what if they had a different reason for wanting the story kept quiet?" Sir Robert edged on, feeling a truth deep in his heart. The Doctor's attention was captured by Father Angelo, who was standing by the window still, chanting Latin under his breath. The same words, over and over. '_lupus deus est.'_ "What if they turned from God and worshiped the wolf?"

"And what if they were with us right now?" The Doctor asks, his eyes still glued to Father Angelo, a realization coming to light.

"What's the meaning of this?" The Queen demanded, not liking being in the dark. Captain Reynolds stood, pointing his gun at Sir Robert.

"Explain yourself, Sir Robert!" Captain Reynolds demanded.

"What's happening -" The Queen began to panic.

"I'm sorry, Your Majesty, they've got my wife." Robert said, sullen to be forced into such shameful acts.

"Rose!" The Doctor jumped to his feet. "Where's Rose? Where is she?" He stomped up to Father Angelo, demanding he tell him where she was. He was so overwhelmed with concern for his companion, he dropped his Scottish accent, but Father Angelo ignores him and continues to chant. "Sir Robert! - come on!" Captain Reynolds' points his gun at Father Angelo.

"Tell me, sir. I demand to know your intention!" The Captain ordered, getting irritated at the man continued to chant. "What is it you want?" Finally the Father stops chanting and turns to face the Captain.

"The throne." He answered simply. Suddenly he wrenches Captain Reynolds' gun aside and hit him, stunning the Queen.

* * *

><p>The Doctor kicks down a door that leads down into a cellar and finds prisoners, and a wolf. He gawks at the creature as it grabs hold of the iron bars on its cage, ready to break out. "Oh, that's beautiful!" He wanted to get a closer look until Sir Robert barges in and catches sight of his wife.<p>

"Get out!" He ordered all the prisoners, mostly to his wife, wanting them safe. The wolf begins to work at the bars, bending and breaking them as the household staff all clamor out of the cellar, fearing for their lives. The werewolf rips through the last of its cage, breaking the Doctor back into the severity of the situation at hand. He turns back and helps some of the remaining prisoners out.

"Out! Out! Out! Out!" He repeats as he ushers them out. Rose quickly assisted a few of the weaker household staff out of the cellar. The werewolf throws the top of his broken cage at the Doctor. He narrowly dodges the lump of scrap and makes a run for it. He slams the door to the cellar shut and sonics the lock before bolting. Lady Isobel calls her housemaids to her side after having a brief conversation with the Steward and they all scuttle off. The Doctor helps Rose out her handcuffs with his sonic screwdriver. "It could be any form of light modulated species triggered by specific wavelengths - did it say what it wanted?" He spoke quickly, bustling to get away from the cellar door.

"The Queen, the Crown, the throne - you name it." Rose panted, her adrenaline still pumping through her veins. Thumping is heard from the cellar and the both look around wearily. The Doctor steps out into the corridor to investigate and finds the wolf had managed to smash down the cellar door. The wolf stands over the shattered remains of the door at the end of the hallway, it's glowing eyes catching the Doctor's. The Doctor quickly grabs Rose's hand and they run into a large room where the Steward was waiting, a line of men ready to fire their guns.

"Fire!" The Steward shouts, just as the wolf comes barreling down the corridor. The men quickly let loose their rounds and the wolf fumbles, but did not go down. "Fire!" He ordered again and a second round of ammunition hits the wolf. As the smoke slowly settled all traces of the wolf were gone.

"All right, you men, we should retreat upstairs, come with me." The Doctor commanded, trying to usher them upstairs, knowing the wolf was not dead. The Steward briskly turns to the Doctor and puffs his chest out in pride.

"I'll not retreat. The battle's done." He spoke smugly. "There's no creature on God's Earth that could survive such an assault."

"I'm telling you, come upstairs!" The Doctor's anger flared, he was tired of seeing people die.

"And I'm telling you, sir, that I will sleep well tonight with that thing's hide upon my wall." The Steward confidently strides into the corridor, expecting to find the wolf's bloody corpse, but didn't see a trace of him. The Doctor's angry eyes follow the man as he walks back into the room, a little less confident in himself. "Must've crawled away to die -" He said, still proud until he was lifted off the ground and clean through the broken ceiling by the werewolf as he was devoured.

"There's nothing we can do!" The Doctor shouted as he grabbed Rose and pushed her out of the room. The men in the firing squad stood stunned at what happened, and unfortunately the wolf took advantage of it. They were all devoured as well. The Doctor, Rose, and Sir Robert hurry into a room, the Doctor slamming and locking the door shut behind them. He seemed to be doing that a lot recently.

"Your Majesty!" Sir Robert called, seeing her come down the stairs, looking shaken but otherwise okay.

"Sir Robert! What's happening?" She asked, the Doctor quickly checking the room over. "I heard such terrible noises."

"Your Majesty - we've got to get out." Sir Robert chose to not detail what had just transpired, thinking it best. "But what of Father Angelo? Is he still here?"

"Captain Reynolds disposed of him." She said evenly just as the Doctor came rushing back to them.

"The front door's no good, it's been boarded shut. Pardon me, Your Majesty - you'll have to leg it out of a window." He gestured through a door and the Queen obliges, her head held high. They all quickly find themselves in another upstairs room.

"Excuse my manners, Ma'am, but I shall go first. The better to assist Her Majesty's egrees." He said, ignoring the fact this was a rather bad time for formalities.

"A noble sentiment, my Sir Walter Raleigh." The Queen smiled lightly, also seeming to feel like there was time for formalities as well.

"Yeahhh. Any chance you could hurry up?" The Doctor said, rather impatient. Sir Robert climbs through the window and immediately dodges out of the way as Monks open fire on him. The Doctor looks out the window with wide eyes. "I reckon the monkey boys want us to stay inside."

"Do they know who I am?" The Queen hissed, appalled by such acts against her.

"Yeah, that's why they want ya." Rose spoke up, stepping forward. "The wolf's lined you up for a.. a biting."

"Now, stop this talk." The Queen looked absolutely flabbergasted but such things. "There can't be an actual wolf." No sooner had she spoke those words did a howl strike up in the house. They all turn in alarm as the wolf begins to batter at the door.

"What do we do?" Rose asked the Doctor, panicked.

"We.. run!" He shouted, as a particularly brutal clash was heard behind the door.

"Is that it?" She breathed, thinking he would have a plan by now.

"You got any silver bullets?" He countered.

"Not on me, no!" Rose frowned. Was silver bullets something she should carry from now on?

"There we are then! We run. Your Majesty, as a Doctor, I recommend a vigorous job." The Doctor began to jog in place as a demonstration. "Good for the health. Come on!" He grabs the Queen's hand and leads her and Rose from the room. The climb up a staircase just as the wolf breaks down the door to the room they were just in. "Come on! Come on!" Once at the top of the stairs, they run through the corridors, the wolf following close behind. Right as it is about to pounce on them, Captain Reynolds appears, holding a gun. He shoots the beast and it falls back. They all take duck behind another corridor and take shelter, trying to catch their breath.

"I'll take this position and hold it. You keep moving, for God's sake!" Captain Reynolds all but yells at them. "Your Majesty - I went to look for the property, it was taken. The chest was empty."

"I have it," the Queen reassured him. "It's safe."

"Then remove yourself, Ma'am. Doctor, you stand as Her Majesty's Protector. And you, Sir Robert - a traitor to the crown." The Captain cocks his gun, ready to defend and die for his Queen and country.

"Bullets can't stop it!" The Doctor gasped, he really hated people dying.

"They'll buy you time. Now, run!" He said, positioning himself at the end of the corridor, gun at the ready. The group resumed running, Rose taking a moment to stare in dismay at Captain Reyonlds before she followed close behind. The Doctor, Queen Victoria, and Sir Robert run into the library, Rose stops just outside and watches the Captain shoot the wolf as it charges down the corridor. It quickly pounces on him, ignoring the flying bullets, and hungrily devours him. Rose stood frozen in horror at what she had just seen.

"Rose!" The Doctor rushes through the door and wraps an arm around her waist before yanking her into the library, slamming the door shut just in time. They quickly get to work barricading the doors with chairs and anything they could get their hands on. "Wait a minute, shhh." The Doctor puts a finger to his lips, his ears reaching out searching for any sound of the wolf. "It's stopped." He steps onto the chair that Sir Robert had wedged beneath the door handle and presses his ear to the door. On the other side he hears the wolf sniff the door, it lets out a frustrated growl but.. walks away. "It's gone." He frowned, confused. Muffled footsteps pad around the outside of the room, almost like it was searching for something.

"Listen." Rose whispered. The Doctor quickly hopped off the chair and stood in the middle of the room. Everyone's ears ring from the deadly silence as they follow the wolf around the room. The Queen stood in the center of the small group, shaking like a leaf.

"Is this the only door?" The Doctor whispers, realizing what the wolf was looking for.

"Yes," Sir Robert nodded, sweat beading on his forehead, but he quickly remembers something. "No!" He dashes to another wall of the room and the Doctor follows as they quickly make work of barricading the new door.

"Shhh!" Rose held her finger to her lips, and they all froze silent, listening. Terrified. The Werewolf paces the walls a few more times but then simply walks away. "I don't understand. what's stopping it?"

"Something inside this room." The Doctor said, quickly throwing on his brainy specs, his eyes scanning every inch of the library. Sir Robert plops himself down in a chair that now barricaded a door shut, and places his head in his hands. "What is it? Why can't it get in?"

"I'll tell you what, though.." Rose began, a smile eating at the corners of her mouth. The Doctor met her gaze, puzzled. "Werewolf!" She laughed and the Doctor began to cheer as well, both giddy.

"I know!" The Doctor tries to contain his excitement, knowing they're not out of danger yet. "You all right?"

"I'm okay, yeah!" She stifles another laugh as they hug. Neither of them noticed Queen Victoria standing silently by, obviously NOT amused.

"I'm sorry, Ma'am. It's all my fault." Sir Robert looked almost in tears. "I should've sent you away. I tried to suggest something was wrong. I... I thought you might notice. Did you think there was nothing strange about my household staff?" He finally pulled his sullen face out of his hands, feeling the need to face the Queen himself.

"Well, they were bald, athletic.. your wife's away, I thought you were happy." The Doctor replied.

"I'll tell you what though, Ma'am. I bet your not amused now." Rose bit back a smile at the Queen who was clearly fuming with rage at the two.

"Do you think this is funny?" The Queen chided Rose, giving no indication that she knew of Rose's reference. Rose's smile quickly dropped and she hung her head, ashamed.

"No, Ma'am. I'm sorry." She apologized meekly.

"What, exactly, I pray someone please - what exactly is that creature?" The Queen demanded. The Doctor stepped forward, scratching the back of his head.

"You'd call it a werewolf, but technically it's more of a lupine wavelength haemovariform." He said, slightly unsure of how the Queen was going to respond.

"And should I trust you, sir?" The Queen's rage turned to him. "You who change you voice so easily? What happened to your accent?"

"Oh.. right, sorry." He mumbled, realizing that in the mist of the chaos he'd dropped his Scottish accent.

"I'll not have it. No sir, - not you. Not that thing. none of it. This is not my world." The Queen shook her head in denial. Lupine wavelength creatures? She nearly shuttered at the absurdity. The Doctor, however, seemed to have brushed her off as his mind wondered to the carving on the door. He walks over and touches the wood, attempting to work out why the wolf seemed to refuse to break it down.

"Mistletoe.." He figured it out. "Sir Robert, did your father put that here?"

"I don't know, I suppose." He mumbled, think it irrelevant.

"On the other door, too.." The Doctor crosses the room and inspects the other door. "A carving would be enough.. I wonder.." He thought out loud and then without warning leaned in and licked the door. He obnoxiously tasting the varnish on the door. "Viscum album, the oil of the mistletoe - it's been worked into the wood like a varnish! How clever was your dad? I love him!" He had a large smile on his face and turned to Rose. "Powerful stuff, mistletoe. Bursting with lectins and viscotoxins."

"And the wolf's allergic to it?" She gave the door an odd look, attempting to follow the Doctor's train of thought.

"Well, it thinks it is." He theorized. "The monkey monk monks need a way of controlling the wolf, maybe they trained it to react against certain things."

"Nevertheless, that creature won't give up, Doctor, and we still don't possess an actual weapon." Sir Robert chimed in, not seeing the point to the mistletoe theory.

"Oh, your father got all the brains, didn't he?" The Doctor huffed.

"Being rude again." Rose whispered to him and he gave a curt nod.

"Good. I meant that one. You want weapons?" He faced Sir Roberts as he stood in front of a large bookshelf. "We're in a library. Books!" He threw his hands up in the air. "Best weapons in the world!" He quickly makes work of pulling some books off the shelves and leafing through them. "This room's the greatest arsenal we could have. Arm yourself." He threw a book or two at Rose who barely caught them.

* * *

><p>In the kitchen, Lady Isobel and her maids were hard at work chopping up mistletoe and boiling it in water. "No sound of the wolf, my Lady." Flora smiled lightly. "Perhaps it's gone."<p>

"Perhaps it's toying with us, but my husbands up there and if there's any chance he's still alive then by God, I'll assist him." Lady Isobel throws some mistletoe into a fresh pot of boiling water, determined to help her husband some way. They hear the hoof falls of a horse and look out of the window, afraid of what other dangers may arise. They all watch a skinny little black haired girl ungracefully fall off the horse but quickly run to the kitchen door. Lady Isobel makes haste and opens the door, seeing the girl rosey cheeked and winded. She held a sheet of paper in her hand, asking them for help.

* * *

><p>The Doctor, Rose, and Sir Robert were all flipping through books frantically, searching for any clues. "Biology, zoology.. there might be something on wolves in here.." Rose rambled, more to herself than anyone. The Doctor chucked another book at Rose, almost catching her off guard.<p>

"Hold on, what about this?" The Doctor mumbled as he pulled a older looking book off the shelf. Sir Robert sat back on his chair by the door, leafing through a book as well.

"Some form of explosive." He thought out loud, always still looking at things from a military stand point.

"Hmm, that's the sort of thing. Ohh!" The Doctor quickly jumps off the ladder he stood on and places the book gently on the table. "Look what your old dad found. Something fell to Earth." He pointed to an open pace and it showed an illustration of a meteorite falling to Earth. They all gather around the Doctor to get a better view of the page.

"A spaceship?" Rose thought out loud, that would explain the haemovariform.

"A shooting star. 'In the year of our Lord, 1540, under the reign of King James the Fifth, an almighty fire did burn in the pit'. That's the Glen of Saint Catherine just by the Monastery." He read off.

"But that's over 300 years ago. Whats it been waiting for?" Rose frowned, that was one hell of a long time, even for aliens.

"Maybe just a single cell survived." The Doctor shrugged. "Adapting slowly down the generations. It survived through the humans. Host after host after host."

"But why does it want the throne?" Sir Robert asked, looking to the Doctor for answers.

"That's what it wants." Rose answered for the man, recalling what the wolf had said down in the cellar. "It said so, the.. the Empire of the Wolf."

"Imagine it.. the Victorian age accelerated.. star-ships and missiles fueled by coal and driven by steam.. leaving history devastated in its wake." The Doctor's eyes looked out over nothing, a chilling foreboding tone in his voice.

"Sir Robert!" The Queen called out as she stood idly by. "If I am to die here.."

"Don't say that, Your Majesty," Sir Robert quickly reassured her.

"I would destroy myself rather than let that creature infect me. But that's no matter." She quickly began rifling through her pack. "I ask only that you find some place of safekeeping for something far older and more precious than myself."

"Hardly the time to worry about your valuables." The Doctor said as he still stood by the table, a small frown on his face.

"Thank you for your opinion." The Queen gave him a stern look. " But there is nothing more valuable than this." She pulls a large diamond out of her pack and holds it in her palm. Rose's jaw drops in the sheer size of it.

"Is that the Koh-I-Noor?" The Doctor gaped, amazed.

"Oh yes, the greatest diamond in the world." The Doctor and Rose shuffled over and huddle around it, trying to get a better look. "Given to me as the spoils of war. Perhaps its legend is now coming true. It is said that whoever owns it must surely die."

"Well, that's true of anything if you own it long enough. Can I?" He held out his hands and the Queen gently deposits it in his waiting palms. He pulls down his glasses and looks at it closely. Rose leans in a pokes it, her eyes wide in wonder. "That is so beautiful."

"How much is that worth?" Rose asked.

"They say.. the wages of the entire planet for a whole week." Rose gawks at the diamond some more, astounded by its value.

"Good thing my mum's not here." She laughed. "She'd be fighting the wolf off with her bare hands for that thing."

"And she'd win." They both laughed.

"Where is the wolf?" Sir Robert asked, walking around the room. "I don't trust this silence."

"Why do you travel with it?" The Doctor asked the Queen, ignoring Sir Robert.

"My annual pilgrimage. I'm taking it to Helier and Carew. The Royal Jewellers at Hazelhead. The stone needs recutting." The Queen kept an eye on the diamond as Rose and the Doctor continued to gaze at it.

"Oh, but it's perfect." Rose breathed, still taken back by the enormous size of the jewel.

"My late husband never thought so." The Queen scoffed. The Doctor stood straight and removed his glasses.

"Now, there's a fact - Price Albert kept on having the Koh-I-Noor cut down. It used to be 40 percent bigger than this." Rose's eyebrows jumped as the Doctor kept talking. "But he was never happy, kept on cutting and cutting."

"He always said.. 'The shine wasn't quiet right.' but he died, it still unfinished." Her eyes glazed over as she thought again of her late husband. The Doctor's face lit up, a thought finally hitting him.

"Unfinished.. Oh, yes!" He tossed the diamond back at the Queen, who barely caught it. "There's a lot of unfinished business in this house. His father's research - your husband, Ma'am, he came here and he sough the perfect diamond - hold on, hold on -" He paced the room, ruffling his hair in a violent attempt to work out the problem. "All these separate things, they're not separate at all, they're connected! Oh, my head, my head! What if -" He paused, mid-thought. His hair stuck up in every which way as he made sure he had captured the attention of everyone in the room. "What if this house is a trap for you, is that right, Ma'am?"

"Obviously." The Queen frowned.

"At least, that's what the wolf intended.. But! What if there's a trap inside the trap!" He almost laughed at his own theory.

"Explain yourself, Doctor." The Queen gave him a ghastly look while Rose smiled at him, a fond look in her eye.

"What if his father and your husband weren't just telling each other stories. They dared to imagine all this was true. And they planned against it. Laying the real trap not for you.. but for the wolf." Just as he finished, a fine dust filtered down from above and everyone looked up, spotting the wolf walking over the glass dome of the library. "That wolf there.." The glass begins to crack from the weight of the wolf so they all throw down the books and to the door. "Out! Out! Out!" The Doctor ushered them out as the glass gives way and the wolf crashes through, smashing the desk they were just huddled around. They all make quick work of the barricade on the door and dash into the corridor.

"Your Majesty!" Sir Robert shouted, making sure the woman made it out safe first. The Doctor looks back at the wolf as it stood from the remains of the desk before slamming the door shut. The four of them run down the hallway, following the Doctor.

"Gotta get to the observatory!" He shouted as they careened around a corner, the werewolf not far behind. Rose glances behind to see how close the wolf is, only to be transfixed by it, fear in her heart. She screams just as the wolf comes upon her but Lady Isobel throws a jug of mistletoe water onto the wolf. It lets out a scared howl and bounds back down the corridor. "Good shot!" The Doctor smiled.

"It was mistletoe!" Lady Isobel smiled, happy to have helped save Rose's life and happy to see her husband alive.

"Isobel!" Sir Robert cheered as he pulled her in for a loving kiss. "Get back downstairs." He told her as they pulled away.

"Keep yourself safe." She gave him another quick kiss before her and her maids bustled away, heading back to to the kitchen. "Girls, come with me. Down the back stairs, back to the kitchen. Quickly!" Sir Roberts watches his wife run off, a distant and heartbroken look in his eye, wondering if he'll ever see his wife again.

"Come on!" The Doctor called as they set off at a run again.

"The observatory's this way!" Sir Robert took the lead as they reached the main staircase and hurried up them as fast as they could. The werewolf was hot on their trail.

"No mistletoe on these doors, your father wanted the wolf to get inside!" The Doctor inspected the door before surveying the room. "I just need time! Is there any way of barricading this?!"

"Just do your work and I'll defend it." Sir Robert squared his shoulders, knowing what he must do, and stood by the door.

"If we could bind them shut with rope or something!" He tried, still frantically searching the room.

"I said I'd find you time, sir." Sir Robert nodded, determination in his voice. Rose and the Queen stare at him with heartbroken shock. "Now get inside." He ordered them, not willing to budge on his position.

"Good man." The Doctor says, resting his hands on the man's shoulders, giving him a thankful look. "Your Majesty, the diamond." He walked over to the Queen and held out his hand.

"For what purpose?" She gave him a shocked expression.

"The purpose it was designed for." His voice was flat and gave no room for her to argue as she handed it over.

* * *

><p>Sir Robert takes a heavy breath as he stands his post outside the door. He armed himself with a sword that he had taken from the display on the wall next to him. The howls of the wolf drawing closer, the feeling of his impending death. He closed his eyes, silently asking his wife for forgiveness when he felt something placed around his neck. He opened his eyes and saw a small girl standing before him. Her body shaking from exertion and her breathing labored.<p>

"My God, Ma'am, what on God's Earth are you doing out here?" He quickly shoved her into the room he was standing guard, forgetting about the wreath that hung around his neck. He sighed as he heard the foot pads of the wolf reach the corridor. He turned and bravely faced his enemy, awaiting his death.

* * *

><p>"You said this thing doesn't work!" Rose frowned, confused, as the Doctor fiddles with the controls on the telescope.<p>

"It doesn't work as a telescope because that's not what it is! It's a light chamber! It magnifies the light rays like a weapon." He pointed up. "We've just got to power it up!"

"But there's no electricity!" The Doctor grunts and turns the light chamber, lining the larger end up with the moon. No one seeming to notice Allyson leaning against the wall, trying to catch her breath. "Moonlight!" Rose cheered, finally piecing it together. "But it needs moonlight! It's made by moonlight!"

"You're 70 percent water but you can still drown. Come on!" The light chamber begins to perfectly align with the moon. "Come on!" The Doctor encourages Rose as they continue to push. Once it was aligned they stepped away from the gears as the moonlight bounces off the prisms. Just then the Doctor notices another figure in the room. "Allyson?!" His brows furrow. "What are you doing here?!" He ran over to her, hearing the footfalls of the werewolf growing louder, and grabs her out of the way just as the wolf breaks down the door. The light from the reflector just falling short of the wolf. It stands tall and scans the room, searching for the Queen. When he finally sees her, he begins to stalk towards her ready to do what must be done. The Doctor quickly removes himself from Allyson and dives across the floor as he throws Koh-I-Noor into the light. A bright light fills the room making Allyson and Rose cover their eyes. A brilliant bright prismatic beam strikes the werewolf and he begins to howl as he is lifted off the floor, slowly the werewolf begins to take human form.

"_Make it brighter, let me go."_ It whispered quietly. The Doctor regretfully stands and walks across the light chamber to a close by wall and flicks a switch. Everyone watches as the light grow brighter and the wolf howls before vanishing. Once the wolf was gone the light shut off and everyone quickly regains their composure. Rose let's out a breath she didn't know she'd been holding and Allyson attempts to stand, her legs feeling stronger. The Doctor looks where the werewolf had been, a heaviness in his heart, and the Queen stands off to the side while she gazes at a new wound on her wrist.

"Your Majesty?" The Doctor peered over at the Queen, noticing her fixation. "Did it bite you?"

"No, it's.. it's a cut." She mumbled, trying to shake him off.

"If that thing bit you.." He began but she interrupted him.

"It was a splinter of wood when the door came apart." She reasoned quickly. He took a few steps towards her.

"Let me see," he attempted to grab her arm but she snapped her hand back.

"It's nothing." She snapped. He stands there, staring at her, not believing her one bit.

* * *

><p>The Doctor and Rose step forward before Queen Victoria and kneel. Everyone standing to the side, watching silently. Lady Isobel and Sir Robert holding each other happy to be alive, thanks to Allyson. Some of Lady Isobel's maids stood by Allyson, to be sure the girl was fine.<p>

"By the power invested in my by the Church and the State, I dub thee: Sir Doctor of TARDIS." She gently taps him on each shoulders with the honorary sword before turning to Rose. "By the power invested in me by the Church and the State, I dub thee: Dame Rose of the Powell Estate." She repeated the gesture to Rose and lowered the sword. "You may stand." The two rose together, smiles on their faces.

"Many thanks, Ma'am." The Doctor gave her his signature cheeky grin.

"Thanks!" Rose smiled. "They're never going to believe this back home."

"Your Majesty, you said last night about receiving a message from the great beyond; I think your husband cut that diamond to save your life." The Doctor's smile turned to a more sincere look. "He's protecting you even now Ma'am, even from beyond the grave." He hoped this would bring a little bit of life into her dark eyes.

"Indeed." The Doctor smiled, seeing a small gleam in her eye again. "Then you may think on this, also: that I am not amused." She said flatly. The Doctor groans as Rose smiles widely at the Queen, winning the bet her and the Doctor had had. Allyson smiled, having heard their bet via the TARDIS. Rose gave a victory yes, as the Queen continued. "Not remotely amused." Rose bit her lip, trying to contain her smile at realizing the Queen was rather.. pissed. "And henceforth, I banish you. All three of you." The Doctor, Rose, and Allyson all stood stunned. Allyson frowned some, what did she do?

"I'm sorry?" The Doctor tried, thinking he'd heard he wrong.

"I rewarded you, Sir Doctor, and now you are exiled from this empire, never to return. I don't know what you are, the three of you, or where you're from, but I know that you consort with stars and magic and think it fun. But your world is steeped in terror and blasphemy and death and I will not allow it! You will leave these shores and you will reflect, I hope, on how you managed to stray so far from all that is good. And how much longer you will survive this.. terrible life." She steps away from the duo, furious. "Now leave my world and never return."

* * *

><p>Rose, Allyson, and the Doctor all sit in the back of a farmer's cart getting a ride back to the TARDIS. Allyson lay back on the hay, still recovering from the trip. "Woah!" The farmer called out, halting the horses. The three jump off the cart and head back to the TARDIS.<p>

"Cheers, Dougal!" The Doctor smiled and waved a good-bye to the farmer before following the two girls. "You know, the funny thing is, Queen Victoria did actually suffer a mutation of the blood! It's historical record haemophiliac. It used to be called the Royal Disease. But it's always been a mystery because she didn't inherit it. Her mum didn't have it, her dad didn't have it - it came from nowhere!" He said rather happy regardless of the fact they had all just been banished.

"What? and you're saying that's a wolf bite?" Rose scoffed at him as they neared the TARDIS.

"Well, maybe Haemophilia is just a Victorian euphemism." He smiled.

"For werewolf?" Rose clarified, not entirely sure if that was what the Doctor was hinting at.

"Could be!" He smiled wider.

"Queen Victoria's a werewolf?" Rose gasped, a smiled still on her face. Images flashed in her and the Doctor's minds of Queen Victoria's 'wood splinter'. Allyson smiled, having seen the scratch herself. Rose's jaw dropped further.

"Could be!" The Doctor nodded at Allyson. "And, her children had the Royal Disease. Maybe she gave them a quick nip." He laughed while Rose continued to not believe a word he said.

"So, the Royal Family are werewolves?"

"Well.. maybe not yet. I mean, a single wolf cell could take.. a hundred years to mature.. might not be ready by, ohhh, early 21st century?" Rose laughed at him again.

"Nah! That's just ridiculous! Mind you.. Princess Anne!" Rose thought about it some.

"I'll say no more." The Doctor held up his hands in defeat.

"And if you think about it.. they're very private. They plan everything in advance. They - they could schedule themselves around the moon - we'd never know!" The Doctor snickers at Rose as they reach the TARDIS and he opens the doors for the ladies. "They like hunting! They love blood sport! Oh my God, they're werewolves!" Rose exclaimed as she walked through the door. The Doctor let out another chuckle as they walk up to the main console and stop. Before them was a blanket Allyson was wrapped up in when they left, laid flat over the grating. It was covered with dirty q-tips, toilet paper, tools from the TARDIS, grease, and a plate full of bread crumbs. They both pause and turn to face Allyson, who still stood back on the ramp from the door, twiddling her thumbs. She had seen what was happening on the screen and knew she had to help. She knew she didn't help much at all, but she had saved a man's life.

"Allyson, what did you do?" The Doctor walked up to her, speaking softly. She hid in her hair and looked away, almost ashamed. Rose stepped up to her side and rubbed her back with her hand, reassuring the girl. "Hey, you can tell me. I wont be mad." She peeked up at him and pulled out a black object from the black hoodie she had grabbed from the wardrobe. The Doctor's brows furrowed as he took the cylindrical tube from her and examined it. "This.." He put on his glasses to get a better look at the object. "This is a sonic screwdriver." He looked at Allyson baffled.

"Allyson, how did you make that?" Rose frowned, amazed and confused. Images flash in both their minds of her walking the corridors and finding the 'scrap yard' room as she referred to it. The Doctor flipped it over and found a mini panel for adjusting the settings. He quickly turned it on and a gold light emitted from the end of it and it let out a low wobbling noise, similar to his. He shut it off and took a closer look at what he thought was teeth marks. He let out a laugh, they were teeth marks. She had found and rescued his older sonic screwdriver that a baby Racnoss had gotten its jaws on.

"You fixed this?" He asked her, just to clarify. This girl before him was a bit of a mystery now. Yes, he had found her in a hospital and knew her genetics were special if the Sisterhood had used her as a base model for the diseases but now... this was different. "That's brilliant!" A bright smile lit up his face. "She's completely upgraded it! She's brilliant!" The Doctor and Rose both smile at the girl, who's face was now beet red. The Doctor gave Allyson back her screwdriver and they all walked back to the console. Allyson quickly began to clean up her mess from earlier. Rose helped while the Doctor piloted the TARIDS.

Allyson sat on the chair in the main control room, fiddling with her new sonic when the Doctor walked up with an older looking chest. "Here let's test to see if it works." He placed the chest on her lap and waited. She smiled up at him and made quick work with her sonic on the lock. Without missing a beat a click sounded and the chest came open. The Doctor quickly snatched the chest from her, eager to see if it was unlocked. A fond smile played on his face as he looked at the contents. He glanced down at her and smiled, thought it didn't touch his eyes. "Brilliant." He said quietly and walked off to place the chest back in it's rightful place.

* * *

><p>Alright here's revised part 2. Let me know if you guys have any thoughts or ideas on the story. These include any suggestions for later chapters, even ones I've already written. I didn't change a whole lot and I don't entirely plan to. I'm mostly fixing continuation errors. This was a bit Allyson light but she did just get rescued from crazy cat nuns that had her strapped down for years.<p>

Also, time-twilight, as before the Doctor will still love Rose. I feel like Rose and the Doctor's relationship developed a lot with Nine. I know it began there and took off with Ten but the seeds were there. This season is a little hard for everyone. Rose loves the Doctor, the Doctor loves Rose, Rose and the Doctor learn more about Allyson, the mystery around Allyson develops. There's a lot kinda going on. I know one thing for sure, I was not thrilled with how I ended the season last time. Some things will change, some will stay the same, some have to happen. I feel like one of the things that need to happen this season is Rose and Ten's development with Allyson suddenly thrown into the mix.

I am also eager to hear who they think Allyson is and what her role maybe come later. I know but I still have to pick the perfect chapter to reveal it ;D muwa hahaha.

Please review! I love hearing every ones thoughts and opinions! Thanking!


End file.
